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JOHN   DRYDEN.

THE .TIMBER,   FROM THE SAME.

SURE thou didst flourish once, and many springs,
Many bright mornings, much dew., many sho werss

Pass'd o'er thy head; many light hearts and wings,
"Which are now dead, lodged in thy living towers.

And still a new succession sings and flies,

Fresh groves grow up, and their green branches

Towards the old and*still enduring skies, [shoot
While the low violet thrives at their root.

THE RAINBOW.   FROM THE SAME,

STILL young and fine, but what is still in view
We slight as old and soil'd, though fresh and new.
How bright wert thou when Shem's admiring eye
Thy burnish'd flaming arch did first descry ;
When Zerah, Nahor, Haran, Abram, Lot,
The youthful world's gray fathers, in one knot
Did with intentive looks watch every hour
For thy new light, and trembled at each shower!
Whenthoudostshine, darkness looks white andfair;
Forms turn to music, clouds to smiles and air;
Rain gently spends his honey-drops, and pours
Balm on the cleft earth, milk on grass and flowers.
Bright pledge of peace and sunshine, the sure tie
Of thy Lord's hand, the object* of his eye!

Genesis, ch, ix. ver-16.

When I behold thee, though my light be dim,
Distant and low, I can in thine see him,
Who looks upon thee from his glorious throne,
And minds the covenant betwixt all and One.

THE WREATH.    (TO THE REDEEMER.)

FROM THE SAME.

SINCE I in storms most used to be,

And seldom yielded flowers,
How shall I get a wreath for thee

From those rude barren hours ?

The softer dressings of the spring,

Or summer's later store,
I will not for thy temples bring,

Which thorns, not roses, wore:

But a twined wreath of grief and praise

Praise soil'd with tears, and tears again
Shining with joy, like dewy days,

This day I bring for all thy pain,
Thy causeless pain ; and as sad death,

Which sadness breeds in the most vain,
0 not in vain ! now beg thy breath,
Thy quick'ning breath, which gladly bears

Through saddest clouds to that glad place
Where cloudless quires sing without tears,

Sing thy just praise, and see thy face.

JOHN   DKYDEN.

[Bom, 1(531.   Died, 1700.]

CHARACTER OF SBAFTESBURY.    FROM  "ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL.'

OF these the false Achitophel was first,

A name to all succeeding ages curst;

For close designs, and crooked counsels fit;

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit ;

Restless, unfix'd, in principles and place ;

In power unpleased, impatient of disgrace :

A fiery soul, which working out its way,

Fretted the pigmy body to decay,

And o'er inform'd the tenement of clay.

A daring pilot in extremity ;

Pleased with the dangerwhen the waves went high,

H$ sought the storms ; but for a calm unfit,

| Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his wit.
Great wits are surelio madness near allied,
And thin partitions do their bounds divide ;
Else why gbpuM he,, with wealth and honour Iblest,
Refuse his age the needful hours of rest ?

Punish a body which he could not please;
Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of ease ?
And all to leave what with his toil he won,
To that xmfeather'd two-legg'd thing a son;
Got while his soul did huddled notions try,
And born a shapeless lump, like anarchy.
In friendship false, implacable in hate ;
Besolved to ruin, or to rule the state,
To compass this the triple bond he broke,
The pillars of the public satfety shook,
And fitted Israel for a foreign yoke ;
Then seized with fear, yet still affecting fame,
Usurp'd a patriot's all-atoning name.'
So easy still "it proves in factions times,    ,
With public zeal to cancel private crimes. , -
How safe is treason, and how sacred ill,
Where none can sin against the people's will!